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END thy blue courfe, O ftream, round the narrow plain of
Lutha 4-. Let the green woods hang over it from their moun-

tains : and the fun look on 1t at noon.
rock, and fhakes its beard to the wind.

The thiftle is there on its
The flower hangs its heavy

head, waving, at times, to the gale. Wh}' doft thou awake me, O gale,

it feems to {2y, I am covered with the drops of heaven? The time

* This poem is reputed to have been
compofed by Offian, a little time before his
death; and confequently it is known in
tradition by no other name than Offian’s
laff hymn. The tranflator has taken the
liberty to call it Berrathon, from the epifode
concerning the re-eftablithment of Larth-
mor king of that ifland, after he had been
dethroned by his own fon Uthal. Fingal
in his voyage to Lochlin [ Fing. B. III. ]
whither he had been invited by Starno the
father of Agandecca, fo often mentioned in
Offian’s poems, touched at Berrathon, an
ifland of Scandinavia, where he was kindly
entertained by Larthmor the petty king of
the place, who was a vaflal of the fupreme
kings of Lochlin, The hofpitality of Larth-
mor gained him Fingal’s friendthip, which

L1

of

that hero manifefted, afier the imprifonment
of Larthmor by his own fon, by fending
Ofhan and Tofcar, the father of Malvina io

often mentioned, to refcue Larthmor, and
to punifh the unnatural behaviour of Uthal.
Uthal was handfome to a proverb, and
confequently much admired by the ladies.
Nina-thoma the beautiful daughter of Tor-
thoma, a neighlouring prince, fell in love
and fled with him. He proved unconftant ;
for another lady, whofe name is not men-
tioned, gaining his affeflions, he cenfined
Nina-thoma to a defart ifland near the coaft
of Berrathon. She was relieved by Offian,
who, in company with Tofcar, landing
on Berrathon, defeated the forces of Uthal,
and killed him in a fingle combat. Nina-
thoma, whofe love not all the bad behaviour

of
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of my fading is near, and the blaft that fhall {fcatter my leaves. To-
morrow fhall the traveller come, he that faw me in my beauty fhall
come ; his eyes will fearch the field, but they will not find me £
So fhall.they fearch in vain, for the voice of Cona, after it has failed
in the field. 'The hunter fhall come forth in the morning, and the
voice of my harpfhall not be heard. < Where is the ‘ﬁ}n of car-

borne Fingal ?” The tear will be on his cheek.

THEN come thou, O Malvina }, with all thy mufic, come; lay
Offian in the plain of Lutha : let his tomb rife in the lovely field.—

Malvina! where art thou, with thy fongs: with the foft found of
thy fteps —Son || of Alpin art thou near ? where is the daughter

of Tofcar ?

I,rassep, O fon of Fingal, Ey Tar-lutha’s mofly walls. The
fmoke of ‘the hall was ceafed : filence was among the trees of the

of Uthal could erafe, hearing of his death,
died of grief. In the mean time Larthmor
is reftored, and Offian and Tofcar returned
in triumph to Fingal.

‘I'he prefent poem opens with an elegy
on the death of Malvina the daughter of
Tofcar, and clofes with prefages of the
poet’s death, -It is almoft altogether in a
lyric mealure, and has that melancholy air
which diftinguifhes the remains of the

works of Offian.

thing of a merry turn it i5 long fince loit.

If ever he compofed any

The ferious and melancholy make the molt
lafting impreflions on the human mind,
and bid faireft for being tranfmitted from
generation to generation by tradition. Nor
1s 1t probable that Offian dealt much in
chearful compofition, Melancholy is fo

much the companion of a great genius,

that it is difficult to feparate the idea of
levity from chearfulnefs, which is fome-
times the mark of an amiable difpofition,
but never the charaleriftic of elevated
parts.

t Lutha, feift flream. It is impoffible,
at this diftance of time, to afcertain where
Tradition

is filent on that head, and there is nothing

the fcene here defcribed lies.

in the poem from which a conjeflure can
be drawn.

1 Mal-mhina, '3t or lbvely brow. b
in the Galic language has the fame found
with 2 in Englifh.

| Tradition has not handed down the
name of this fon of Alpin. His father was
one of Fingal’s principal bards, and he
appears himfelf to bave had a poetical ge-
nius,

hill,
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hill. I faw the daughters of the
bow. I afked;about Malvina, but they an{wered not. They turned
They were
like ftars, on a rainy hill, by night, each looking faintly through

The voice of the chace was over.
their faces away : thin darknefs covered their beauty.

her mait.

PLEASANT * be thy reft, O lovely beam! foon. haft thou fet on
our hills! The fteps of thy departure were ftately, like the moon on
. But thou haft left us in darknefs, firft
of the maids of Lutha! We fit, at the rock, and there is no voice ;

no light but the meteor of fire! Soon haft thou fet, Malvina, daugh-
ter of generous Tofcar !

the blue, trembling wave.

But thou rifeft like the beam of the eaft, among the fpirits of
thy friends, where they fit in their ftormy halls, the chambers of the
thunder. A cloud hovers over Cona: its blue curling fides are
high. The winds are beneath it, with their wings ; within it is
the dwelling - of Fingal. There the hero fits in darknefs ; his airy
{fpear is in his hand. His fhield half covered with clouds, is like
the darkened moon ; when one half ftill remains in the wave, and
the other looks fickly on the field.

His friends fit around the king, on mift; and hear the fongs of
Ullin : he firikes the half-viewlefs harp ; and raifes the feeble voice.
The lefler heroes, with a thoufand meteors, light the airy hall.

* Offian fpeaks.
beam of light, and continues the metaphor

He calls Malvinaa to purfue, after death, the pleafures and

employments of their former life. The

throughout the paragraph.

+ The defcription of this ideal palace of
Fingal is very poetical, and agreeable to
the notions of thole times, concerning the
ftate of the deceafed, who were fuppofed

o e

fituation of Offian’s heroes, in their fepa-
rate ftate, if not entirely happy, is more
agreeable, than the notions of the antient

Greeks concerning their departed heroes.
See Hom. Odyfl. L. 11,

Malvina
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Malvina rifes, in the midft; a blufh is on her cheek. She beholds
the unknown faces of her fathers, and turns afide her humid eyes.

260

ArT thou come fo foon, faid Fingal, daughter of generous Tof-
car ? Sadnefs dwells in the halls of Lutha. My aged fon* is fad. 1
hear the breeze of Cona, that was wont to lift thy heavy locks. It
comes to the hall, but thou art not there; its voice 1s mournful
Go with thy ruftling wing, O

It rifes yonder beneath the
The maids - are departed o

their place; and thou alone, O breeze, mourneft there.

among the arms of thy fathers.
breeze ! and figh on Malvina’s tomb.
rock, at the blue fiream of Lutha.

BuT who comes from the dufky weft, fupported on a cloud ? A
{mile is on his gray, watry face ; his locks of miit fly on the wind :
he bends forward on his airy fpear : it is thy father, Malvina! Why
thineft thou, fo foon, on our clouds, he fays, O lovely light of Lu-
tha |—But thou wert fad, my daughter, for thy friends were paffed
were in the hall ; and none remained

away. The fons of little men I

of the heroes, but Offian king of {pears.

AnD doft thou remember Offian, car-borne Tefcar || fon of Con-
loch ? The battles of our youth were many; our {words went to-
gether to the field. They faw us coming like two falling rocks ;

¥ Offian; who had a great friencfhip
for Malvina, both on account of her love
for his fon Ofcar, and her attention to his
own poems.

+ That is, the young virgins who fung
the funeral clegy over her tomb.

T Offiun, by way of difrelpe&, calls thofe,
who fuccecded the herces whofe ations he
celebrates, the fons of little men. Tradition

is entirely filent concerning what pafied in

the north, immediately alter the death of
Fingal and all his heroes; but it appears
from that term of ignominy juit mentioned,
that the ations of their fucceflors were
not to be compared to thofe of the renown-
ed Fingalians.

| Tofcar was the fon of that Corlech,
who was zalfo father to the lady, whofe un-
fortunate death is related in the laft epi-
{fode of the fecond bock of Fingal.

3 and
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and the fons of the ftranger fled. There come the warriors of Co-
na, they faid ; their fteps are in the paths of the vanquifhed.

DRrAw near, fon of Alpin, to the fong of the aged. The actions
of other times are in my foul : my memory beams on the days that
are paft. On the days of the mighty Tofcar, when our path was in
the deep. Draw near, fon of Alpin, to the laft found * of the voice

of Ccm_a.

Tue king of Morven commanded, and I raifed my fails to the
wind. Tofcar chief of Lutha ftood at my fide, as I rofe on the
dark-blue wave. Our courfe was to fea-furrounded Berrathon +#,
the ifle of many ftorms. There dwelt, with his locks of age, the
ftately ftrength of Larthmor. Larthmor who fpread the feaft of
{hells to Comhal’'s mighty fon, when he went to Starno’s halls, in
the days of Agandecca. But when the chief was old, the pride of
his fon arofe, the pride of fair-haired Uthal, the love of a thoufand
maids. He bound the aged Larthmor, and dwelt in his founding

halls.

Lo~c pined the king in his cave, befide his rolling {fea. Day did
not come to his dwelling ; nor the burning oak by night. But the
wind of ocean was there, and the parting beam of the moon. The
red ftar looked on the king, when it trembled on the weftern wave.
Snitho came to Selma’s hall : Snitho companion of Larthmor’s
youth. He told of the king of Berrathon : the wrath of Fingal
rofe. Thrice he affumed the fpear, refolved to ftretch his hand to

* Ofian feems to intimate by this ex- + Barrathén, a promontory in the midf?
preflion, that this poem was the laft of his ¢f waves. 'The poet gives it the epithet of
compolition ; fo that there is fome founda- {ea-{urrounded, to prevent its being taken

tion for the traditional title of the /a/f bymn 4or a peninfula in the literal fenfe.

A 5l Uthal.
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Uthal. But the memory * of his actions rofe before the king, and
he fent his fon and/Fofcar. ' Our joy was great on the rolling fea;
and we often half-untheathed our fwords 4. For never before had
we fought alone, in the battles of the {fpear. Night came, down on
the ocean; the winds departed on their wings. Cold and pale 1s
The red ftars lift  their heads.

along the coaft of Berrathon ; the white waves tumble on the rocks.

the moon. Qur counfe is flow

WuaT voice i1s that, faid Tofcar, which comes between the
{founds of the waves ? It is foft but mournful, like the voice of de-
parted bards. But I behold the maid T, fhe fits on the rock alone.
Hier head bends on her arm of fnow: her dark hair-is in the wind.
Hear, fon of Fingal, her fong, it is fmooth as the gliding waters of
Lavath.—We came to the filent bay, and heard the maid of night,

How long will ye roll around me, blue-tumbling waters of ocean ?
My dwelling was not always in caves, nor beneath the whiftling

tree.
ed in my voice.

* The meaning of the poet is, that Fin-
gal remembered his own ereat actions,
and confequently would not fully them by
engaging in a petty war againft Uthal,
who was fo far his inferior in valour and
pOWer.

+ The impatience of a young warrior,
coing on their firft expedition, is well
marked by their half-drawing their fwords.
The modefty of Offian, in his narration of
a {tory which does him fo much honour, is

The feaft was fpread in Torthoma’s hall ; my father delight-
The youths beheld me in the fteps of my loveli-
nefs, and they blefled the dark-haired Nina-thoma.
thou didft come, O Uthal! like the {fun of heaven.

It was then
The fouls of

remarkable ; and his humanity to Nina-
thoma would grace a hero of our own po-
lithed age.

his own aftions in filence, or flightly men-

Though Offian pafles over

tions them ; tradition has done ample ju-
ftice to his martial fame, and perhaps has
exaggerated 'the actions of the poet beyond
the bounds of credibility.

{ Nina-thoma the daughter of Tor-
thoma, who. had been ‘confined to a defart
ifland by her lover Uthal.

the
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the virgins are thine, fon of generous Larthmor! But why doft thou
leave me alone in‘the midft of roaring waters. Was my foul dark
with thy death? Did my white hand lift the fword ? 'Why then
haft thou left me alone, king of high Finthormo * !

THE tear ftarted from my eye;, when I (hedrd-the voice of -the niaid.
I ftood before her in my arms, and {poke the words of peace.
Lovely dweller of the cave, what figh is in that breaft ? /Shall Offian
lift his fword in thy prefence, the deftru¢tion of thy foes :—Daungh-
ter of Torthoma, rife, I have heard the words/of thy grief. The
race of Morven are around thee, who never injured the weak. Come
to our dark-bofomed thip, thou brighter than that fetting moon.

Our courfe is to the rocky Berrathon, to the ecchoing walls of
She came iin her beauty, fhe came with all her

Finthormo.
lovely fteps. Silent joy brightenéd in her face, as when the fha-
dows fly from the field of {pring; the blue-ftream 1is rclling in

brightnefs, and the green buth bends over its courfe.

THE morning rofe with its 'beams. We came to Rothma’s
A boar rafhed from the wood ; my fpear pierced his fide. I
rejoiced over the blood ¢, and forefaw my growing fame. But
now the found of Uthal’s train came from-the high Fin-thormo ;
they fpread over the heath to the chace of the boar. Himfelf comes

baj.r.

flowly on, in the pride of his ftrength. He lifts two pointed fpears.
On his fide is the hero’s fword. Three youths carry his polithed

* Finthormo, the palace of Uthal, The
names in this epifode are not of a Celtic
original ; which makes it probable that
Offian founds his poem on a true ftory,

+ Offian thonght that his killing the boar,
on his firlt Janding in Berrathon, was a good

8

emen of his future fuccefs in that ifland.
The prefent highlanders look, with a de-
gree of fuperfition, upon the fuccels of
their firft altion, after they have engaged

in any defperate undertaking.

bows 2
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bows : the bounding of five dogs is before him. His heroes move
on, at a diftance, admiring the fteps of the king. = Stately was.the
fon of Larthmor ! but his foul was dark. Dark as the troubled face
of the moon, when it foretels the ftorms.

WE rofe on the heath before the king; he ftopt in the midft of
his courfe. His heroes gathered around, and a gray-haired bard ad-
vanced. Whence are the fons of the ftrangers ! begun the bard of the
fong ; the children of the unhappy come to Berrathon ; to the {word
of car-borne Uthal. He fpreads no feaft in his hall : the blood of
{trangers 1s on his ftreams. If from Selma’s walls ye come, from
the mofly walls of Fingal, chufe three youths to go to your king to
tell of the fall of his people. = Perhaps the hero may come and
pour his blood on Uthal’s fword; fo fhall the fame of Finthormo

arife, like the growing tree of the vale,

Never will it rife, O bard, I faid in the pride of my wrath. He
would fhrink in the prefence of Fingal, whofe eyes are the flames
of death. The fon of Comhal comes, and the kings vanifh in his
prefence ; they are rolled together, like mift, by the breath of his
rage. Shall three tell to Fingal, that his people fell 7 Yes !—they
may tell it, bard ! but his people fhall fall with fame.

I sToop in the darknefs of my ftrength ; Tofcar drew his {word
at my fide. The foe came on like a ftream : the mingled found of
death arofe. Man took man, fhield met thield ; fteel mixed its beams
with fteel.—Darts hifs through air; {pears ring on mails; and
fwords on broken bucklers bound. As the noife of an aged grove
beneath the roaring wind, when a thoufand ghofts break the trees
by night, fuch was the din of arms. But Uthal fell beneath my

{word ; and the fons of Berrathon fled.—It was then I {faw him in
his
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Thou art fallen ¥, young
Thou art fallen on

his beauty, and the tear hung in my eye.
tree, I faid, with all thy beauty round thee.
thy plains, and the field is bare. The winds come from the defart,
and there is no found in thy leaves ! Lovely art thou in death, fon

of car-borne Larthmor.

Nina-THomA fat on the fhore, and heard the found of battle.
She turned her red eyes on Lethmal the gray-haired bard of Selma,
for he had remained on the coaft, with the daughter of Torthéma.
Son of the times of old! fhe faid, I hear the noife of death.
Thy friends have met with Uthal and the chief is low! O that I
had remained on the rock, inclofed with the tumbling waves! Then
would my foul he fad, but his death would not reach my ear. Art
thou fallen on thy heath, O fon of high Finthormo! thou didft leave
me on a rock, but my foul was full of thee. Son of high Finthormo !

art thou fallen on thy heath ?

SHE rofe pale in her tears, and faw the bloody fhield of Uthal ;
fhe faw 1t in Offian’s hand ; her fteps were diftra&ed on the heath.
She flew ; fhe found him ; fhe fell. Her foul came forth in a figh.
Her hair is {fpread on his face. My burfting tears defcend. A tomb
arofe on the unhappy; and my fong was heard.

* To mourn over the fall of their enemies imitations of his beauties, Homer, it 1s

was a practice univerfal among Offian’s
heroes., This is more agreeable to huma-
nity, than the fhameful infulting of the
dead, fo common in Homer, and after
him, fervilely copied by all his imitators,
the humane Virgil not excepted, who have
been more fuccefsful in borrowing the im-
perfections of that great poet, than in their

M m

probable, gave the manners of the times
in  which he WI'E-IIE, not his own fenti-
ments : Offian alfo feems to keep to the
fentiments of his heroes. The reverence,
which the moft barbarous highlanders have
ftiil for the remains of the deceafed, feems
to have defcended to them from their moft
remote anceftors.

REsT,
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REsT,haplefs children of youth! and the noife of that mofiy ftream.
The virgins will fee your tomb, at the chace, and turn away their
weeping eyes. Your fame will be in the fong; the voice of the
harp will be heard in your praife. The daughters of Selma fhall
hear it ; and your renown fhall be in other lands.—Reft, children
of youth, at the noife of the mofly ftream.

Two days we remained on the coaft. . The heroes of Berrathon
convened. We brought Larthmor to his halls; the feaft of fhells
is {pread.—The joy of the aged was great; he looked to the arms
of his fathers; the arms which he left in his hall, when the pride

of Uthal arofe We were renowned before Larthmﬂx_', and he
blefled the chiefs of Morven ; but he knew not that his fonn was low,
the ftately ftrength of Uthal.  They had told, that he had retired to

the woods, with the tears of grief; they had told it, but he was

{ilcnt in the tomb of Rothma’s heath.

On the fourth day we raifed our fails to the roar of the northern
wind. Larthmor came to the coaft, and his bards raifed the fong.
The joy of the king was great, he looked to Rﬂthnlu‘s_ gloomy
heath ; he faw the tomb of his fon; and the memory of Uthal rofe.
Who of my heroes, he faid, lies there : he feems to have been

of the kings of fpears? Was he renowned in my halls, before the
pride of Uthal rofe?

Y are filent, ye fons of Berrathon, is the king of heroes low P—
My heart melts for thee, O Uthal ; though thy hand was againit
thy father. O that I had remained in the cave! that my fon
had dwelt in Finthormo ! I might have heard the tread of his

feet, when he went to the chace of the boar.—I might have heard
1 hus
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his voice on the blaft of my cave. Then would my foul be glad :

but now darknefs dwells in my halls.

Sucu were my deeds, fon of Alpin, when the arm of my youth
was ftrong; fuch were * the ac&tions of Tofcar, the car-borne fon of
Conloch. Bﬁt Tofcar is on his flying cloud ; and I am alone at Lutha :
my voice is like the laft found of the wind, when it forfakes the
woods. But Offian fhall not be long alone, he fees the mift that
fhall receive his ghoft. He beholds the miit that fhall form his
robe, when he appears on his hills.  The fons of little men fhall
behold me, and admire the ftature of the chiefs of old. They fhall
creep to their caves, and look to the tky with fear; for my fteps
fhall be in the clouds, and darknefs fhall roll on my fide.

Leap, fon of Alpin, lead the aged to his woods. The winds
begin to rife. The dark wave of the lake refounds. Bends there
not a tree from Mora with its branches bare? It bends, fon of
Alpin, in the ruftling blaft. My harp hangs on a blafted branch.
The found of its ftrings is mournful. Does the wind touch thee,
It is the hand of Malvina!

but bring me the harp, fon of Alpin; another fong fhall rife. My
{oul fhall depart in the found ;. my fathers fhall hear it in their airy

O harp, or is it fome pafiing ghoft!

hall.—Their dim faces fhall hang, with joy, from their clouds ;
and their hands receive their {on.

1+ The aged oak bends over the ftream. It fighs with all its mofs.

The withered fern whaftles near, and mixes, as it waves, with
Offian’s hair.

Strike the harp and raife the fong : be near, with

* Offian fpeaks. his poems.—It is fct to mufic, and flill
1 Here begins the lyric piece, with fung in the north, with a great deal of
which, tradition fays, Offian concluded wild fimplicity, but little variety of found.

Mm 2 atl
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all your wings, ye winds. Bear the mournful found away to Fingal's
airy hall. Bear it to Fingal’s hall, that he may hear the voice of
his fon; the voice of him that praifed the mighty.—The blaft of
north opens thy gates, O king, and I behold thee fitting on mift,

268

dimly gleaming in all thine arms.

Thy form now is not the terror

of the valiant: but like a watery cloud ; when we fee the ftars be-

hind it with their weeping eyes.

thy {word a vapour half-kindled with fire.

Thy fhield is like the aged moon :

Dim and feeble is the

chief, who travelled in brightnefs before.—

BuT thy fteps 4 are on the winds of the defart, and the ftorms
darken in thy hand. Thou takeft the {fun in thy wrath, and hideft

him in thy clouds.
{and fhowers defcend.—

The {ons of little men are afraid; and a thou-

Bur when thou comeft forth in thy mildnefs ; the gale of the
morning is near thy courfe. The fun laughs in his blue fields; and

the gray ftream winds in its valley.

The buthes thake their green

heads in the wind. The roes bound towards the defart.

+ This magnificent defcription of the
power of Fingal over the winds and
florms, and the image of his taking the
fun, and hiding him in the clouds, do not
correfpond with the preceding paragraph,
where he is reprefented as a feeble ghoft,
and no more the TERROR OF THE VA-
LIANT ; but it agrees with the notion of
the times concerning the fouls of the de-
ceafed, who, it was fuppofed, had the
¢ommand of the winds and ftorms, but
wook no concern in the affairs of men.

It was the immoderate praife beftowed
by the poets on their departed friends, that
gave the firft hint to fuperftition to deify
the deceafed heroes; and thofe new divi-
nities owed all their attributes to the fancy
of the bard who fung their elegies.

We do not find, that the praifes of Fin-
gal had this effe& upon his countrymen;
but that is to be imputed to the idea they
had of power, which they always con-
ne@ted with bodily ftrength and perfonal
valour, both which were diffolved by death,

But
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Burt there is 2 murmur in the heath! the {ftormy winds abate !

I hear the voice of Fingal.
ear |

his fame.
our departure was in renown.

dark and filent; our fame is in the four gray ftones.

Come, Offian, come away, he fays:

Lnng has it been abfent from mine

Fingal has received

We pafled away, like flames that had fhone for a {eafon,
Though the plains of our battles are

The voice of

Offian has been heard ; and the harp was firung in Selma.—Come

Offian, come away, he fays, and fly with thy fathers on clouds.

Axp come I will, thou king of men! the life of Offian fails.

I begin to vanith on Cona; and my {teps are not feen i1n Selma.
Befide the ftone of Mora I fhall fall afleep. The winds whiftling in

my grey hair, fhall not waken me.

Depart on thy wings, O

wind : thou canft not difturb the reft of the bard. The night is
long, but his eyes are heavy; depart, thou ruftling blait.

BuT why art thou fad, fon of Fingal ?

thy foul ?
without their fame.
another race arife.

The people are like the waves of ocean :

Why grows the cloud of

The chiefs of other times are departed ; they have gone
The fons of future years fhall pafs away ; and

like

the leaves § of woody Morven, they pafs away in the ruftling blaft,
and other leaves lift their green heads.—

1 The fame thought may be found al-
moft in the fame words, in Homer, vi. 46.
Oi'n mepPurdwy even, Toinde xai avdpw.
DUAAG Tapmiy T avepmos N apmaIIs N iy AAAR

e JFUAN
Troebdwea Ques fopes 0 smiyigveras wpn.

Mr. Pope falls fhort of his original ; in

particular he has omitted altogether the

Dip

beautiful image of the wind ftrewing the
withered leaves on the ground.
Like leaves on trees the race of men are

found,

Now green in youth, now with’ring on the
ground ;

Another race the following fpring fupplies ;

They fall fucceffive, and fucceffive rife.

PoPE.

Ryno,
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Dip thy beauty lat, O Ryno *? Stood the f{trength of car-berne

Ofcar ?
forgot his fteps.
mighty have failed ?

Fingal himfelf pafied away ; and the halls of his fathers
And fhalt thou remain, aged bard! when the
But my fame fhall remain, and grow like

the oak of Morven; which lifts its broad head to the ftorm, and

rejoices in the courfe of the wind.

* Ryno, the fon of Fingal, who was kill-
in Ireland, in the war againft Swaran,
[Fing. b. 5.] was remarkable for the beau-
ty of his perfon, his fwiftnefs and great
exploits. Minvane, the daughter of Mor-
ni, and fifter to Gaul fo often mentioned
in Offian’s compofitions, was in love with
Ryno.—Her lamentation over her lover is
introduced as an epifode in one of Offian’s
creat poems. 1 he lamentation is the only
part of the poem now extant, and as it
has fome poctical merit, I have fubjoined
it to this note. The poet reprefents Min-
vane as fecing, from one of the rocks of

Morven, the fleet of Fingal returning from
Ireland.

c;HE blufhing fad, from Morven’s rocks,
“” bends over the darkly-rolling fea. She
faw the youths in all their arms.— Where,
Ryno, where art thou ?

QOur dark looks told that he was low !
—That pale the hero flew on, clouds!
That in the grals of Morven’s hills, his
feeble voice was heard in wind !

And is the fon of Fingal fallen, on Ul-
lin’s mofly plains ¢ Strong was the arm that
conquered him !—Ah me ! Iam alone,

“Alone 1 will not be, ye winds ! that lift
my dark-brown hair., My fighs will not

g |

long mix with your ftream; for I muft
fleep with Ryno.

I fee thee not with beauty’s fteps return-
ing from the chace. —The night is round
Minvane’s love ; and f{ilence dwells with
Ryno.

Where are thy dogs, and where thy
bow! Thy fhield that was fo {trong 2
Thy fword like heaven’s defcending fire ?
The bloody fpear of Ryno ?

I fee them mixed in thy thip; I {ee them
ftained with blood.—No arms are in thy
narrow hall, O darkly-dwelling Ryno!

When will the morning come, and fay,
arife, thou king of Tpears! arife, the hun-
ters are abroad. The hinds are near thee,
Ryno !

Away, thou fair-haired morning, away !
the {lumbering king hears thee not! The
hinds bound over his narrow tomb; for
death dwells round young Ryno.

But I will trecad foftly, my king! and
flcal to the bed of thy repofe. Minvane
will lie in filence, near her flumbering
Ryno.

The maids fhall feck me ; but they fhall
not find me: they fhall follow my depar-
But I will not hear

I fleep with fair-haired

ture with f{ongs,
you, O maids :
Ryno.
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